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LI TO THE . 
pe I need not make any- 
PAT Apology for publiſhing 
# this Poem, as incorrect 
47 it is, ſince the Plague, 
be melancholy Subject of it, rages in 
a neighbouring Nation with ſuch an 
unparallel d Violence, that it ſeems 
to be the immediate Hand of God. 
And as it makes its Approaches nearer 
to us every day, Ithink it the Duty 
of every boneft Man, to contribute as 
much as he can toward the quickning 
f the Nation to Repentance, by 
which it will. beſt ſupport it ſelf, in 
that areadful Criſis of Time, in that 
„„ Day 
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To the e Reader 


Dy of Wrath.) T muſt not 7 — 
acquaint the Reader, that | Biſhop 


SeraAT hat exbauſted this Subjet 
in his inimitable and excellent mw 


on the Plague of Athens, from 


whom, I own, I have took ſome Hints 
C which indeed was almoſt unavoid- 
able :) the Symptoms of this Plague 
anſwering in a 125 meaſure tothoſe 
of the other. I mate this i INgenmons 


Confeſſion, not in hopes of meriting 
any Parton from the Reader for the 


Injufticel bade done that Great Man, 
but for my own private Satisfattion; 1 
and I ſhall find my Account in this 
Performance, if it ſhall induce any 
Man to lay ſertoiſly to heart his pre- 


ſent uncertain C ondition, and arm 


bimwithatimel Repentarce, againſt 


that Great and 2 * 1 of” the 


Plague of Manes: 


P O E M. 


f U. HY. with ſuch Care will poor deluded Man, 
His Moment ſhorten, and contract his Span? 


The Sport of ev'ry treach'rous Paſſion made, 
By all careſs d, and yet by all betray'd? 
He blindly hugs the faithleſs Gueſts within, 


'Loſt in the mazy Labyrinths of Sin. 


His God, by Earth-born Inſolence defy'd, 
The Puny Mortal ſwells with Giant Pride ; 
| And 


— ——— — — - — — — 


ö Nerle lets him hy th uplifted Thunder down. | 


Rowſe and attend to Heav'ns Deerees in bal, 


8 ThePligue of Marſeilles : 
And ſcales the Sky, by fond Ambition dri | 
To rempe the facred Majeſty of Heav'n : 


Aſſauks the Akmighty's everlaſting Throne, 


Awake: at . thou trowly World, awake; 
Hear, O ye Realms and Kingdoms ! hear and ſhake 


To ſee that Vengeance which you never felt, 


Rowſe from this ſtupid Lethargy of Guilt. | 


Or elſe this Sleep of Sin will de you laſt. 


For lo! the Great 1 EHOVAH, from the Skies, 
Bears his red Arm, and bids his ere fiſe: 
Or all the Nations Makes his Iron Rod; 


The World ſhall groan | beneath the Hands of God. 
N 


Lo 


o! 
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Lo | the Deſtroying Angel, by Command, 


(The Heav'nly Sword all flaming in his Hand,) 


Leads out his Hoſt of Judgments to their Prey, 
In dreadful Pomp, and terrible Array. 
I ſee, I fee, the Sword of God diſplay'd, 

In horrid Circles waves the brandiſh'd Blade. 


From far the formidable Glory ſtreams, 
And ſhoots a baleful Length of diſmal Beams. 


Iſee the purple Glutton gorg'd with Food, 


Pamper'd with Death, and ſurfeited with Blood. 
Grim Fate with Famine in the Front appear, 


Behind, the ſweeping Peſtilence and War. 


Unhappy Gallia ! for what tow'ring Crimes, 
Unmatcht in Guilt, unparallel d by Times, 
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10 The Plague of Marſeilles : 
Are thy wide Realms to this Deſtruction giv'n? 
Thy Sons thrown,out into the Wrath of Heav'n ? 
That firſt thy Kingdoms are by Fate ordain'd 
To feel the Weight of the Almighty's Hand : 
Curſt with the ſad Pre eminence of Woe, 


That ſwept away whole Nations at a Blow. 


The dreadful Peſt from Siden's guilty Shores; 
With fatal Courſe, reach'd fair Maſſilias Tow'rs. 
On Her ſhe laviſhd her infectious Breath, 

Her Funds of Poiſon, and her Stores of Death. 
With areſiſtleſs Rage the Fury came, 
Nor could the Length of Oceans quench the 


Flame. 


Wrapt on the gloomy Pinions of the Wind, 
She flew, and left her native Realms behind. 


T he 


APOEM. II 


The loaded Winds were heard to groan and roar, 


As if they mourn'd the Ruin which they bore, 


And now to aid the Peſtilential Flame, 
From angry Heav'n a mortal Influence came. 


From ſullen Stars the mingled Poiſons flow, 


Who gleam Deſtruction on the World below. 


Like Comets ſhoot malignant Beams from Far, 

Like them with livid Plagues they taint the Airs 

High o'er the Walls the tow'ring Fury ſoars, 

Marks out the Realm, and meaſures round the 
Shores. 

O'er the devoted Land extends her Bound, 


And draws the Line of Deſolation round. 
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12 The Plague of Marſeilles: 


But oh! what Numbers can be found to ſhow; | 
In all its Forms, th' Extravagance of Woe ! 
In the ſoft Impotence of Tears to grieve, 
Is all, the fad Varicty can give. Ny 1 
The Scenes ſo vaſt, the Images ſo ſtrong, 
They leave behind the Energy of Song. 


l The Peſtilential Pow'rs the Haven ſeize, 
And blow in Death at once, and the Diſeaſe. 
From thence divided, the grim Terrors oaſt It 
Thro'ev'ry Street, and laid the City waſt. 
What is this Victor whoſe unbounded Force, 
O'er Bulwarks breaks, with unreſiſted Courſe} T. 


Scorns 


A POEM. ry 
Scorns to attack, like other Foes, in Form; 


And takes, without a Siege, the Town by 
Storm. 


While Nations feel his unrelenting Ire, 


And a whole People in one Groan expire. 


The Foe firſt ſtorm'd with his tremendous 
Train, | 

The Head, the fair Metropolis of Man : 
And ſeiz'd of that, the Purple Monſter knew, 
It cou'd with Eaſe th inferior Pow'rs ſubdue. 
In dizzy Roundsand Whirls the tortur d Brain 
Coafeſt th' Extremities of mortal Pain. 
That Seat of Reaſon, where the Soul of late, 
Reign'd o'er the reſt, in intellectual State, | 


5 Lies 


14. The Plague of Marſeilles: 


Lies now diſmantled by the barb rous Foe; 
Who lays the towring Height of Reaſon low: 
And tears, (inſulting oer the gaudy Prey) 
The painted Scenes of Memory away. 

Oer the diſtracted Fancy wildly roam, 


Ten Thouſand Images of Things to come. 
In all her Shapes, Confuſion ſeerns to riſe, 


Eternal Horrors ſwim before their Eyes. 


As o'er their Minds the horrid Phantoms go, 
En now they feel th imaginary Woe; F 
But dread no greater Pains, no heavier Doom, 


N 
Than what they ſuffer Here, before they come 0 B 


To the laſt cold Retirement of the Tomb. St 
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Next, to the Heart the ſwift Contagion came; 
And brought now Heats unto the nat'ral Flame. 
From thence the propagated Monſter ran, 

Fir'd ev'ry Part, and boil'd in ev'ry Vein: 
Thro' all the Streams of Life its Courſe purſu'd, 


And follow'd round the circulating Blood. 


The Lungs, whoſe vital Airs once fann'd the 


Heart, = 
Forget their Office now, and kindle ev'ry Part. 


Lo more the Fibres with ſoft Breath inſpire, 
6 But blow the Flames, and aggravate the Fire. 


Still the Contagious . Pow'rs their Conqueſt 


ſtretch, 


1 \nd bar up all the Avenues of Speech. 


The | 


16 The Plague of Marſeilles : 

The wild Infection grown more bold and ſtrong, 
Vntunes th harmonious Organs of the Tongue: 

The Sap of Life, in ev ry Veſſel dries, 

And drinks the vital Juices as it flies. 

Gaſping in Death, the Wretches ſtrive in vain, ] 
With ſtreaming Tears to calm the glowing 
Pain. 

For | ev'n their Tears are loſt, the ſad Relief 


To ſooth the laſt Extremities of Grief : 


r 


The ſpreading Flame exhauſts the cloſing Eye, 


2 


Drinks up, and leaves the Chryſtal Sluices dry. 
Inſatiate Tyrant! whoſe unbounded Will, 
Not yet contented with-the Powr to kill 
Bids the poor dying Wretch, his Groans forego, | W 


His Groans, the common Charter of his Woe. 


Deny d 


4 POEM 17 
Deny'd to mourn the Miſeries he bears, 
And barr d th unhappy Privilege of Tears; 


Stay, dreadful Plague, thy rapid Fury ſtay- 
Lye down a while, and ſlumber o'er thy Prey: 
Allow thy buſy Peſtilence at leaſt 
Some gentle Pauſe, ſome Interval for Reſt. 
Dream of paſt Conqueſts oer Deſtruction ſpread, 
Brood oer thy Heaps, and Mountains of thy 

(Dead, 
Ah no , the raging Monſter ſcorns to hear 
The Force of Sighs, or Eloquence of Pray'r. 


What Arms, what Methods can withſtand this 


(Foe, 
Who gathers Strength from ev'ry fatal Blow ? 


6 Unbleſt 


18 The Plague of Marſeilles : 


Unbleſt Maſelia! How wer t thou before, 
The lawful Pride of Calis Southern Shore: 
From all his Bounds tlie Tributary Sea, 
paid then the Homage of his Waves to Thee: 


Thy floating Towers adorn'd thy guarded Side, 
And 4fia's Wealth flou d in with ev ry Tide. 
Such once was Athens, ſuch her proſperous 


= (State, 
Till ſuch as Thine the Meaſures of her Fate. 


Oh! could my Boſom with ſuch Raptures 


| (glow 
As * His, who ſung her memorable Woe. p 


So juſt my Fire, ſo regular my Rage, 
Thy bleeding Wounds ſhould ſtream thro” evry 


(Age. 


* Thine Poſterity ſhould mix their Tears, 
Thy Groans ſhould eccho thro the length of 
(Years. 
Yet thoſe loud Groans, and theſe low Strains 
| (confeſs. 
| Thy Woes are greater, as my Skill is leſs. 


How does the City mourn her dreadful Fate > 
That pour d forth Thouſands once at ev'ry Gate. 
How is the Queen of Nations fall' from high 2 
How does ſhe ſee her Tribes confus dly die? 


C2. She 


APOEM 19 


20 The Plague of Marſeilles: 
She that oer Kingdoms rear'd her tow'ry Head, 
And aw'd old Ocean in his inmoſt Bed: 

Hfer wealthy Merchants then like Kings in 


(Pow'r, 
Her active Traffick ſtretcht from Shore to 
(Shore. 


But now the ſolitary Mother moans, 
In all the Rage of Grief, her ſlaughter'd Sons: 


So wept proud Memphis, when by Fury driv'n, 
Her Tyrant dar d th Omnipotence of Heav'n, 
When the deſtroying Angel from on High, 


Flew charg'd with all the Terrors of the Sky: 


On 


1 
1 
F 
C 
C 
[: 
( 
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On a proud pointed Pyramid he ſtood, | 
Let looſe the Plague, and pointed out its rol 
And breath'd out all the Vengeance of his God. 


But yet when gb felt the mighty Woe, 


The Choſen Race eſcap'd the gen'ral Blow: 


The Angel read the CharaQer Divine, 


Paſt by with Rev'rence, and ador'd the Sign: 


Of God's own Foes the Firſt-born only ſlew, 
Oer all the reſt he innocently flew ; 

Is ſuch Maſilia thy diſtinguiſh'd Fate ' 
Condemn'd to drink the Dregs of heav'nly 
Hate? 


/ 
1 
| 

| 


When 


22 The Plague F Marſeilles: 

When the Commilſſion'd Angel went abroad, 8 
On thy ſad Doors he found no Pledge wom God, >| 
No kind Divine ProteQion writ in Blood. 1 
"Twas hence the delegated Vengeance ran, C 


And flew thy Sons by Nations, not by Men. | F. 


Sl 
8 

Oh! with what Pangs I tremble to relate, 
T 


The horrid Scenes, and Myſteries of Fate! 
The dreadful Spectacles of Death to view, 


And trace the vaſt Variety of Woe! 


Old A ge feels here th inexorable Doom, 
There ſinks the ſprightly Youth in all hig An 

972 
In vain the Tim rous would Protection find, 
The winged Fate arreſts him from behind. In! 
Soof 


WI 


A POEM 23 
Soon us the Wretch reſigns his tainted Breath, 


; His laſt ſad Gaſp communicates his Death. 


The Fury now, her boundleſs pow n to ſpread, 


Calls out again her Poiſons from the Dead. 
From all th' envenom'd Maſs of putrid Blood, 


She darts the pointed Peſtilence abroad. 


So ſome brave Hero, when his Foe is ſlain, 


Tugs out his Spear, and launches it again. | 


Now ev'ry Street, a Pile of Death had 


(crown d, 


And one promiſcuous Carnage heap'd the 


(Ground. 
What fatal Vapours from the Dead ariſe 


In livid Streams, and float along the Skies! 


ool * What 


24 The Plague of Marſeilles : 


What Clouds of Poiſon ſtain Heay'ns purer Ray, 


Taint the clear Air, and violate the Day 
Aden Ways the foife Contigion takes, 
Flows with the Streams, or ſtagnates with. the 

aug 9 00M b. (Lakes. 
Oer the wide Sea in fatal Triumph rides, 
Born high, and wafted by the bounding Tides. + 
The Winds infected with the fatal Breath, 
Bear on their ſooty Wings the Scents of Death: 
And each confed rate Element ally d, 


Declares for Heav n, and ſcourges Human Pride. 


Here, oer her tender Babe, a Mother mird, 
And gaz d with eager Fondneſs on the Child. 


2 The 


9 ; |; 
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The clinging Infant to her Boſom preſt, 


25 


And flrain d the pleaſing Burden to kerBreaſt 


The little, lovely Innocent as yet” 25019 » 8 


Hung at the Breaſt, unconſcious of his Fate 


Nor thought he drew his Death, in Ha fad Hour, 
From whence he drew the Means as Life before, 


There lay the faithful Husband and his wie, 
A while both hover'd o'er the Verge of Life: 5 
Now Hand in Hand thro' Death' 8 dark Paths they 
| c move, 

Nor the laſt Moment can divide fob Love: 5 
tl join'd, they ſhare the univerſal Doom, 


mix their laſt Embraces in the Tomb. 


T6 


26 1 of Marſeilles: 
1 i RE AVER = 
Here Ain Fathers to their s Son bewerb, | 
At once their Riches, and at once thej Death. 
To the ſame Fate thi unhappy Sons reſign d, 
S60n leaye the ſame 1 lad Legacy behind. 
There too, the Merchants doſing Eyes | behold, 3 
His Heaps of Wealth, and Pyramids of Gold ; 
Tho. from the rifled Eaſt his Veſlels come, 


„„ 4 as + # 4 # 


And i in proud Triumph bring all 46 Home. 
28727 31; 13 


vet what avail his Ships with Riches tor , 


To calm the Pains and Lan of their 75 


£ 


Not his vaſt Treaſures can extend his Date, 


Not buy one Moment from the Hands of F. ate. 


4% & 


Others, who catch their Friends departing 
- (Breath 


Join in the dark Society of Death. 


AP O E M. 37 


In vain each breaths his tributary Groan 
For white they mourn his Fate, they meet their 


(own. 


They take one melancholy laſt Embrace, 


Then ſleep together in the Arms of Peace. +. 


The Earth no more a kind Reception * 
The Dead crowd up the Chambers of the Grave: 
In num'rous Shoals the ſwarming Spectres go, 
And feetioj Crowds fill all the Realms below. 


L 


Hell throws in vain her gloomy Portals wide, _ 
And ſtretches out her Bounds on ev ry Side, 8 


Tho' yet too narrow for the mighty Tide. 
With Joy the Vulturs ſcent the diſtant Prey, 


And call in haſte their feather'd Tribes away : 
D 2 Bent 


23 The Plague of Marſeilles : 
Bent on the Banguet flies the gath'ring Crowd, 
Aud o'er the Dead deſcends the living Cloud. _ 
Lur' d by the Feaſt the hungry ene roves, 
Leaves his wild Mountains, and his native Groves. 
With fallen Pride, and with a ſtern Diſdaio ; | 
To gorge ſo largely on his Sovereign, Man, 
But e er he taſted, from his Prey he fled, 

And fears his ancient Terror, now he's dead. 


From the dire Bangyet haſts the greedy Gueſt, | 
And finds a Famine in too full a Feaſt, 


, And now each gloomy Ghoſt, each wandring 
3 | 1 Gpright, 
Who ſport and wanton in the Mask of Night: 
Who roam malignant thro this World below, 
And crivmph in th Exceſs of Human Woe ; 
£ e 10 Oer 


22.0 


And 0 er the Waſt of Deſolation dance. 


| In Conſort mixt their midnight Revels ply; 


A POEM 29 
Oer the tall Piles of Carcaſſes advance, 


Nor ſee one ſolitary Face go by; 

The Stars alone their hideous Forms affright, 
And the ſick Moon grows paler at the Sight. 
Genius of Brittain, with Indulgence hear, 


The Sighs of Albion, and the Poet's Pray r, 
Exert thy utmoſt tutelary Care. 


To curb this purple Tyrant's lawleſs Pow r, 
Stretch thy auſpicious Wings from Shore to 


| (Shore. 


To guard her Natives from the dire Diſeaſe, 


Oppoſe the watry Bulwark of her Seas. 
Screen all her Kingdoms from the fierce Attack, 


Bid the kind Tempeſts blow her Poiſons back : 


Bid 


30 The Plague of Marſcilles : 
Bid the devouritg Plague this INahd ſpare, 


Nor ſtreteli er Circle of beſtruction here. | 
Or if thy delegited 560 7 is gone, 


Fall low before Heav'hs everlaſting Throne. 5 
And make the Cauſe of Britain'sRealm thy own. 


To lay the Vengeance of thy God appear, 
Arm'd with the ſacred Violence of Pray'r. 
Preſent the Incenſe of thy Britain's Vous, 
Weigh down eternal Juſtice with her Woes. 
Till her Repentance wreſts away the Rod, 
And ſheath the Sword e an de God. 
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